The one as long as th*other. *Tis pittie afhim ; 
I fcarc the truft Othello puts him in, 
On fome odde time of his infumitie 
Will <hakc this Jfland- 

Mont. But is he often thus? 
l*go m 'Tis eufermore his prologue to his flecpe, 
He le watch the Horologe a double Set, 
It*Dr inke rockc not his Cradle. 

Mont. It were well 
The Gcnerall were put in mind of it : 
Perhaps he fees it not,or his good nature 
Prizes the vcrtuc that appeares in Caffio, 
And lookesnotonhiseuills : is not this true * 
Enter Rodorigo. 
Iago. How now Rcdorigo} 
I pray you after the Lieutenant, go. 

Mon, And 'tis great pitty,tha*tbe Noble Moore 
Should hazard fuch a Placets his ownc Second 
With one of an ingraft lofirmitie, 
It were an honeft A£iion,to fay fo 
To the Moore. 

Iago. Nor %for this faire Ifland, 
I do loue Caffio well : and would do much 
To cure kirci of this euil!, But hearke.whatnoifc > 
Enter Caffio purfutvg Rodorigo m 
Caf. You Rogue: you Rafcail. 
Mon. Wnn's the matter Lieutenant ? 
Caf. AKuaue teachme my dutie? llcbeatcthe 
Knaue in to a Twiggen-Bottlc. 
Rod. Besteme? 
Caf. Doftthcupratc,Rogue? 
Mon. Nay,good Lieutenant : 
I pray you Sir/hold your hand. 

CaffiJ .Let me go(Sir) 
Or He knocke you o re the Mizard. 
(JMon. Come,come : you're drunke. 
Caffio. Drunke? 

I ago. Away I fay : go out and cry a Mutinle* 
j Nay good Lieutenant. Alas Gentlemen : 
Helpe boa. Lieutenant. <s\x Montano \ 
Helpe Mafters. Heere's a goodly Watch indeed. 
Who's that which rings the Belb Diablo.hoa : 
The Towne will rife. Fic,fie Lieutenant, 
You'le be afliam'd for euer. 

Enter Othello >and A ttendants. 
Othe. What is the matter heerc? 
- Mon. 1 bleed (till, [ am hurt to th 'death. He dies. 
Othe. Hold tor your Hues. 

lag.Hold hoa : Lieu ;enanr, Sir Montano >Geni\cmcn: 
Haue you forgot all place of fenfe and dutie? 
Hold. The Generall fpcaks to you : h6ld for fhame. 

Otb. Why how now hoa ? From whence arifeth this? 
Are we turned Turkcs t and to our felues do that 
Which Heauen hath forbid the Ottamittes. 
For Chriftian fhame,put by this barbarous Brawlc: 
He that ftirs next,tocarue for his owne rage, 
Holds his foule lighr He dies vpon his Motion. 
Silence that dreadful! Bell,k frights the Ifle, 
From her rropricty. What is the mattcr,Mafters? 
Honeft I Ago that 1 jokes dead with grecuing, 
Speaker who began this ? On thy loue I charge thee? 

Iago. I do not know : Friends all,but now,euen now» 
In Qnjartcr,and in termes like Bride, and Groome 
3eucfting them for Bed : and thert,but now : 
(As if fome Planet had vnwitted men) 
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Swordsout,and tilting one at others brcaftci 
In oppofition bloody. I cannot fpeake ? 
Any begining to this peeuiflh oddes. 
And would, in Aflion glorious,! had loft 
Thofc lcgges,tbat brought me to a part of it 
Othe. How comes \t(Micb*eli)you are thus f 
Caf. I pray you pardon rae,I cannot fpeake g01 
Othe. Worthy Montanoyou were wont to b* ' 
The grauitie,and fiillncfle of your youth CC1U '" ; 
The world hath noted. And your name is great 
In mouthes of wifeft Cenfure. What's the matt 
That you vnlace your reputation thus, 
And fpend your rich opinion,for the name 
Of a night*brawler ? Giue me anfwer to it, ? 

Mon. Worthy Othello J am hurt to danger 
Your Officer lago.tzo infoimc you, 
While I fparefpeech which fomethrngnowoff™,! 
Of all that Ido know,nor know I ought ncnds °* 
By me,that's faid.o r done arniffc this night, 
Vnleffcielfc-charine be foretimes a vice 
And to defend our felues,it be a finne 
When violence aflailes vs. 

Othe. Now by Heauen, 
My blood begins my fafer Guides to rule, 
And paffion(hauing my beft ludgcmcntcollicd) 
Aflaies toleadethc way. Iflonceflir, 
Or do but lift this Arme, the beft of you 
Shall finke in my rebuke. Giue me to know 
How this foule Rout began : Who fct it on, 
And he that is approu'd in this offence, 
Though he had twinn'd w irh rnc,both at a birth, 
Shall loofe me. What in a Towne of warre, 
Yet wilde,the peoples hearts brim-full offeare, 
To Manage priuate,and domeftickc Quarrel! > 
In night, and on thcCourt and Guard of fafclic? 
Tismonftrous : ///fo/whobegan't ? 

Mon. If partially Affin*d,or league in office* 
Thou doft deliuer more,or leffe then Truths 
Thou art no Souldier. 

/ago. Touch me not fo neere, 
I had rather haue this tongue cut from my mouthy 
Then it fliould do offence to MtchacR Caffio. 
Yet 1 perfwadc my fclfc,to fpeake the truth 
Shall nothing wrong him. This it is Gcnerall; 
Mont am and my felfc being in fpeeeb, 
There comes a Fellow crying out for helpe, 
And Caffio following him with determined Sword 
To execute vpon him. Sir,this Gentleman, 
Steppes in to Csfto^nd entreats his paufc: 
My felfe,the crying Fellow did purfue, 
Leaft by hisclamour (as it fo fell out) 
The Towne might fall in fright. Hc,(fwift offoote) 
Ouc-ran my purpofe : and I return'd then rather 
For that I heard fhcclinkc.and fall of Swards, 
And Ctffio high in oath : Which till to night 
I nere might fay before. When Icamebacke 
(For this was briefc)! found them cki'e together 
At bio w,and thruft,eucn as againe they were 
When you your felfc did part them. 
More of this mai ter cannot I report , 
But Men are Men : The beft iometirccs forget, 
Though Caffio did fome little wrong tohirn, 
As men in rage {hike thofe that-wHh them beft, 
Yet furely Caffio I beleeue rccciu'd 
From him thatfled/ome firange lndignitie, 
Which patience could not paffe. 

r Othe. 
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Othe. Iknow/rfj* 
f|,y honeftie,and loue doth mince this matter, 
Joking it light to Caffio ; Caffio^. loue thee, 
gut neuer more be Officer of mine. 

Enter Defdcmona attended. 

Lookeifmy gentle Loue benotrais'd vp : 
lie make thee an example. 

Def What is the matter (Deere ? ) 

Othe. AWs we!l,Swecting : 
Come away to bed. Sir foryour hurts, 
My feife will beyour Surgeon. Lead him off: 
/^looke with care about the Towne, 
And lilcncc thofe whom this vil'd brawlc diftra&cd. 
Co me Defdemona, 'tis the Soldiers life, 
Tojhaue their Balmy {lumbers wak'dj with ftiife. Exit. 

Iago. What are you hurt Lieutenant ? 

Caf. I ,paft all Surgery . 

/ago. Marry Heauen forbid. 

Caf. Reputation,Rep utacion,Reputaticn : Oh I haue 
loft n*y Reputation. 1 haue loft the immortall part of 
myfelfe,and what rcmaines isbeftiall. My Reputation, 
/^<?,my Reputation. 

lags. As I am an honeft man 1 had thought you had 
receiucd fome bodily wound; there is more fence in that 
then in Reputation. Reputation is an idle,and moft falfe 
irnpofition;oft got without merit, aud loft without de- 
ferring. You haue loft no Reputation at all>vnlefle you 
repute your fclfe fuch a loofer. What man,therc arc 
rnorewayes to recouer the Generall againe. You arc 
but now caft in his moode,(a punifhment more in poli- 
cie,thenin malice )euen foas one would beatehtsof- 
fencelcffe doggc,ro aflfright an Imperious Lyon. Sue to 
him againe,and he's yours. 

Caf. I will rather fue to be defpis'd, then to deceiuc 
fo good a Commander, with fo flight,fo drunkcn,and fo 
indifcrcct an Officer. Drunke ? And fpeake Parrat ? And 
fquabblc? Swagger ? Sweare ? And difcourfe Fuftian 
with [ones owne fhadow t Oh thou invifible fpirit of 
Wine,ifthou haft no name to be knowneby, let vs call 
thecDiucll. 

Iago. What was he that you follow'd with' your 
Sword ? What had he done to you ? 
Caf. I know not. 
Iago. Is'tpoffible ? 

Caf I remember amaffc of things, but nothing di- 
ftinctly : a Quarrell, but nothing wherefore. Oh,that 
menfhould put an Enemic in their mouthes,to fteale a- 
way their Braines? that we ihould with ioy, pleafancc, 
reuell and applaufc,transforme our felucs into Beafls. 

Iago. Why ? But you arc now well enough : how 
came you thus recouered ? 

Caf. It hath pleas'dthediuelldrunkenneiTe, to giue 
place to the diuell wratb,onc vnperfeftnefle, flicwes me 
another to make me frankly defpifc my felfe. 

Iago. Come, you are too feuerca Morallcr. As the 
TimCjthe Place,& the Condition of this Country ftands 
I could hartily wifh this had not befalne :but fincc it is,as 
ic is, mend it for your owne good. 

CaJ. I will aike him for my Place againe,he (hall tell 
me, I am a drunkard : had I as many mouthes as Hjdra 3 
fuch an anfwer would flop them all. To benowafen- 
fible man, by and by a Foolc,and preiently a Betft. Oh 
ftrangejEucry inordinate cup is vnblcfs'd,and thelngre- 
dicnt is a diuell. 


Iago. Come, come : good wine, is a good fami!l ar j 
eature, if it be wellvs'd icxclaimcno more againft it- ; 
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And good Lieutenant, 1 thinke, you thinkc I loue ; 
you. 

Caffio. Ihaue well approued it, Sir, I drunke? J 
Iago. You, or any man huing, may be drunke at a j 
time man. i tell you what you fhall do : Our General's 
Wifc/isnowthc Generall. J may fay lo,in this refpedtj 
fortlmhchath deuoted, and giuen vpmmielfe to the 
Contemplation, marker and denotement of her parts 
and Graces. Confefleyour felfe freely to her: Impor- 
tune her helpe to put you in your place againe. She is 
of io free, lo kinde, fo apt, fo blefled a difpofition, 
fheholdsita vice in her goodnelTe, not to do more 
then flic is rcquetted. This broken ioynt betweene 
you, and her husband, entreat her to fplinter. And my 
Fortunes againft any lay worth naming, thiscracke of 
your Loue, fiiall grow ftonger, then it was before. 
Cajfto. You aduifemewelL 

Iago. I proteft in the finccritie of Loue, and honeft 
kindnefle* 

Caffio. I thinke it freely : and betimes in the mor- 
ning f f will befcech the vertuous Defdemona to vndcrtake 
for me : I am defperate of my Fortunes if they check me. 

Iago. You arc in the right: good night Lieutenant,! 
muft to the Watch. 

Caffio. Good night jhoneft Iago. 

Exit Caffio. 

Iago. And what's he then, 
That iaies I play the Villaine? 
When this aduife is free I giue, and honeft, 
Proball to thinking,and indeed the courlc 
To w in the Moore againe. 
For 'tis moft eafie 
Th'inclyning Defdemona to iubdue 
in any heneft Suite. She*s fram'd as fruitefull 
As the ffee Elements. And then for her 
To win the Moore,were to rcnownce his Bsptifmc, 
AH Secles^and Simbols of redeemed fin: 
His Soule is fo enfetter'd to her Loue, 
That (he may make,vnm.ake,do what Ihc lift, 
Euen as her Appecite ihall play the God, 
With his weakeFunition. How am I then a Villaine, 
To Counfcll Ccffio to this paralcll courfc, 
Direftlytohis good? Diuinitie of hell, 
When diucls will the blackeft finnes put on, 
They do fuggeft at firft wich heauenly fhewes, 
As I do now. For whiles this honeft Foole 
Plies Defdemona, %o rcpaire his Fortune, 
And fhc for him,p!cades ftrongly to the Moore, 
lie powre this|)eftilencc into his eare : 
That (he repealesbim,for her bodies Luft» 
And by how much {he ftriues to do hJm good. 
She fhall vndo her Crcditc with the Moore* 
So will I turne her vertue into pitch, 
And out of her owne goodneffc make the Net, 
That (hall en-mafh them all. 
How now Rodorigo ? 


Enter tydorigo. 

Rodorigo. I do follow heerc in the Chace, not j 
like a Hound that hunts, but one that filies vp the j 
Crie. My Money is ahnoft fpcnr; I haue bin tonight j 
exceedingly well Cudgeird : And I thinkc the iflue ] 

t t 3 will \ 


